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the liquor. After the battle of Kargin, at Gregor's request
he brought in three pitchers of vodka and called for singer^
and Gregor, feeling a joyous freedom from restraint an$
seeking oblivion from his thoughts, drank with the cossacis
until daybreak. Next evening he again called for singers,
and again delighted in the roar of voices and human merry-
making, all that created the illusion of real enjoying
and veiled the unpleasant reality.
The craving for drink quickly developed into a habit with
him. As he sat at the table in the morning he already felt
an invincible desire for vodka. He drank much, but never
too much. He always remained steady on his feet. Even
when the others were drunkenly sleeping under the tables
and on the floor, covering themselves with their greatcoats,
he still seemed to be sober, though his face was pale and his
eyes fixed, and he frequently pressed his hands to his head.
After four days of incessant carousing he began to show
signs of its effects : he went baggy and blue beneath tk
eyes, and his glance was senselessly stern. On the fifth da^j
Prokhor Zykov suggested with a promising smile :
" Come with me this evening to a fine woman I know at
Likhovidov. She's handsome. But you mustn't be bored
at first. I know she's as sweet as a water-melon, though I
haven't tried her. But she's sharp, the devil, and wild,
You won't get what you want from her the first time of
asking. But you won't find a better hand at making vodka.
She's got the finest vodka in all the Chira villages. Her
husband's retreated beyond the Donietz, and she thinks he
must be dead."
They   rode   to   Likhovidov  that   evening.   Gregor was
accompanied by two of his cominanders, Ryabchikov ajl^
Yermakov, by armless Alexei Shamil, and the commander
of the Third Division, Miedviediev, who was on a visit to
the First Division.  Prokhor Zykov rode in front.  Arrived
in the village, he turned down a side street and opened a
little gate leading into a threshing floor.  For some five
minutes they followed him past straw and hay ricks, then
through a bare cherry orchard.  The golden chalice of the
crescent moon stood in the <Jark blue 'heaven, the stars
twinkled, and a magical silence lay all around, save for the,
howl of a distant dog and the sound of their horses' hoo!$5^
A yellow point of light glimmered against the dark back-